ARMS  AND  THE   POLITICIAN
ENVOI.
'Tis not for every one,  I own, To rise from Wadham to a throne; Besides much energy and pluck That needs no ordinary luck,  , And he, perhaps, will be pronounced
Still luckier, and still adepter, Who, with superb resilience, bounced
From cheap statistics to a sceptre.
But still the prospect's bright enough For strenuous men in silk and stuff; And Glory, good my brother scribe, No more eludes our inky tribe; And though, for average humdrum men,
A crown is a beyond-belief bag, An admiral's pennant's on each pen,
A marshal's baton in each brief-bag.